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never grudged him his fame and was never jealous
of his admirers.

From 1934 onwards Kamala's health deterio-
rated rapidly. She was sent to a sanatorium in Bho-
wali. We spent many anxious days hoping and
praying for the best, but she gradually got worse.
Jawahar was once again back in prison. This time
he was in Almora and was allowed to visit Kamala
now and then at given intervals. How much she
must have looked forward to them and how fleet-
ingly the hours they spent together must have
passed by. At last the doctors suggested that Ka-
mala should go to Switzerland. Raja and I had
gone up to Bhowali to be with her for some time
before she left. I had a son hardly two months old
and Kamala was even more overjoyed to see him
than my mother had been. She threatened me then
that on her return she would take my little son
away from me and bring him tip if I myself did not
do so properly.

On the day fixed for her departure Jawahar was
allowed to come from Almora Jail and see her off.
What thoughts kept passing through his mind on
that agonising day I cannot say; but to watch his
face was heart-breaking. His eyes held all the sor-
row which he tried in vain to hide by a stern ex-
pression. As the moment came to bid farewell he
and Kamala did so, each with a brave smile. Then
her car took her down the hill to the train which
was to take her to Bombay. Jawahar after embrac-
ing mother and me, with unshed tears in his eyes
got into the waiting car that was to take him back
to the Almora prison. As he turned his back on
us and walked away, he suddenly seemed to have
lost the spring in his walk and the energy he
always had. He looked utterly worn out and much
older than he had done a few hours ago. Some
months later Jawahar was released and flew to